THE 
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| MOSCHUS and BION, 
| Tranſlated from the Greek. 


- | WITH 
ANNOTATIONS, 


To which is prefixed, 


An AccounrT of their Lives ; with ſome 
REMARKS on their Works; and ſome 
OBSERVATIONS Upon PASTORAL. 
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By Mr. COOKE. 


Quicunque ille fuit Puerum qui pinxit Amorem, 
Nonne putas miras hunc habuiſſe manus ? Prop, 
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and Jer. Battley, at the Dove, in Pater naſter-Hom. 


2 r 28 * E % 
9 F . * * * 
4 « * 4 | 53 | 
af 2 % <7 . 
"OBA ” 5 LAS * 
* * 
7 * hk . n >. 
t | 8 pe * 
| 4 FAY 1 
> > 8 
— * 5 R N 7 * , 
| . 96 
5 * 
N * 
"ts 5 
_ * 
N 5 or 


:* & 


AA 
* 
. — 
7 N 
— 
N * g . 8 
ks ant 
2 2 
a Ag 4 


AY 8 4 


To the Honourable 


WILLIAM TONGE, Eig; 


One of the Lords Commiſ- 
ſioners of His MAEST YS 


Ireaſury. 
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94 Cuſtom of De- 
2 dicating is of ſo 
long ſanding, that 
it is very difficult 
to tell from what 
Time to date its Riſe. Whe- 

A 2 ther 


— ——— 


ther we ſhall trace its Origin 


DEDICATION. 


- 


from the Offerings to the Gods, 


or, next to them, the moſt illu- 
ſtrious and deſerving Men, I 
mult leave for others to decide. 
The ſrequent Abuſes this ſort 
of Writing has met with, and 
the Cenſure it often lies under, 


is, in a great Meaſure, juſt; but 


altho' lome, through a miſta- 


ken Zeal, (or whatever elſe 


were their Motives) ſacrificed 
to infernal Dzmons, we ſhould 


not deny the Gods their Right. 


It is certain, we are hereby 


enabled to ſhew our Gratitude 


n a more than common Way, 
whether it be for private Fa- 
yours: received, or any gene- 

rous 


DEDICATION. 


7 rous Benefits conferred on the 
1 Publick; and I think we may, 
without the leaſt Tincture of 
Flattery, extol Czar tor his 
1 Valour, or Tully for his Elo- 
1 quence; which conſequently 
leads me to a Commendation 
of that uſeful Talent of your 
own, that has been ſo early, ſo 
often, and ſo well employ'd, 
in the Behalf of your King and 
Country. Here I have a large 
1 and open Field; and was I for 
once to do the Duty of an Hi- 
ſtorian, I ſhould merit much 
from Poſterity, in giving them 
ſo fair a Pattern of compound- 
ed Virtues; and, 
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DEDICATION. 


Beheve me, SIR, 


Great 1s the Pleaſure of one 
that builds on ſo ſure a Foun- 
dation; where I have no leſs 
than a whole Kingdom to ju- 
ſity the Truth of what I ſay; : 
= I am well aſſured the au- 
guit Aſſembly, of which — 
are a moſt worthy. Mem 


can daily diſcern the Truth of | 


this Application. 
'* reſcit, occutto velut Arbor æ ? 
Fama Marcelli. Hor. | 


In the common Intereſt of 
your eminent Qualifications I 
{hare with others; but when 
I reflect upon that agreeable 
Part of your Character, that 
Sweetneſs of Diſpoſition, which 


gives 
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DEDICATION. 


gives a Luſtre and Value to 
your other Endowments of 
Art and Nature, I cannot but 
hope for a Pardon for this Ad- 


] dreſs. 


| I ſhall only beg leave to 
make ſome few Obſervations, 
which I have omitted in the 


Notes, on the Tranſlation 1 
here preſent you with, and no 
longer intrude on your Pati- 


ence. 


_ . Since my tranſlating the fol- 
| lowing Poets, I was not a lit- 
. tle uneaſy, when I was inform- 


* 
. 


ed they were tranſlated ſome 


but finding afterwards by What 


DEDICATION: 
Hand, I thought another Tran- 


flation would not be Coty. | 
table; for although the Abili- 
ties of the Man (the learned 
Mr. Hanley) were capable N 
that, and greater Undertakings, 
yet it was at ſuch a Time, when 
our Eugliſb Verſe had not that 
Harmony in its Numbers it 
now has, that a Tranſlation ſo 
long ſince cannot be ſo pleaſing, 
as one by a more modern Hand. 
I believe, and ſincerely with to 
ſee it, that if ſome more able 
Perſons would, with the fame 
Intention that I proceeded in 
this, lend their Aſſiſtance to- 
wards the tranſlating ſuch of 
the Ancients as have never been 


in our Tongue, or ſuch as the 
Tranfla- | 
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DEDICATION. 


Tranſlations are become obſo- 
lete, or in any other Caſe noto- 
rioully deficient, 1t would be 
no ſmall Improvement to our 
Language, and a great Advan- 
tage to the Publick ; for it 
muſt be a great Satisfaction, 
when they are ſure to find in 
their own Tongue, the inefti- 
mable Pieces they cannot read 
in Greek, or Latin; and I am 
proud to boaſt, I hve at a 
ime, and in a Nation, that 
has arrived to as great a Pitch 
of Glory as either Greece, or 
Italy; and the ſame Glory 
acquired by the ſame Means. 


Scilicet in populis quondam Vittoribus Orbis, 
Florebant ſemper Literæ & Arma ſimul; 
Tunc eſt Græcorum Sapientia proxima Ceo, 
Cum Perſis vittis Gracia jura daret; 
| 4 Tuc 


DEDICAT ION. 


Tunc Victrix omnes ſuperavit Muſa Maronis, 
Roma 7riumphati cum Caput Orbis erat. 
5 | | Nicols. 


which we have no Reaſon to 
doubt being genuine, tho im- 


erfect; for the Dorick Dialect 
is plainly ſeen thro' them all; 


and the Numbers are as harmo- 


nious as the reſt; and the 


Thoughts as much of the Coun- 


try; except the firſt; which I 
take to be a finiſhed Piece, and 
therefore I have placed it a- 
mong the perfect Idylliums. 


Some 


But to return. We have 
never had a compleat Tranſla- 
tion of Moſchus, and Bion; for 
even Mr. Hanley has left out 
the Fragments of the latter, 
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DEDICATION. 
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Some, in their Editions of 
our Poets, have placed the Idyl- 
liums of Bion before thoſe of 
: Moſchus, according to the Or- 
der of Time. This is a Matter 
of little Importance; for their 
Remains being ſo few, the pla- 
cing either of them firſt, can 
cauſe no Confuſion in the Rea- 
der. I therefore chuſe to place 
the Poems of Moſchus before 
the other, being almoſt thrice 
as much in them; and in 
which Order you may find 
them in all the late Grech E- 
ditions. WH 


' Thus far have I proceeded 
for the Benefit of the Engliſh 
x Reader; 
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DrDICATION. 


Reader; in what otherwiſe re- 
lates to the Work, you, Sir, | 


are > the. better J _ 


I 


Jam, 


With all Rebel 
: Tour moſt Obedient 


Humble Servant, 


Thomas Cooke. 
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Moſchus and Bion. 


SF is a Curiofity 
9 (ſpeaking as 1 find 
by my ſelf) which 
naturally ariſes in 
us, and makes us de- 
| firous of prying into 
the Lives of the Authors, whoſe 
B Works 
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2 The Lives of 


Works we read. As to the Time, 
and Country, of theſe our Poets, we 
ſhould have been to ſeek, had not 
Moſchus, in his Elegy upon the 
Death of Bion, enlightened us there- 
in, We have an Account (accord- 
ing to Swdas) of one Moſchus a 
Grammarian, and Poet of Syracuſe ; 
but whether it is this, I am not 
able to ſay. Some are apt to think 


him an Italian from the following 
Words. 


Theocritus, the ſweeteſt of the Swans 
Of Syracule, prepares his mournful Strains; 
Whilſt I, no Stranger to the rural Lay, 
Chant out my Woes in the Auſonian Way. 
To others let your Flocks and Herds belong; 
To me you, dying, left your Pipe and Song. 


From theſe Lines three Things very 
material may be gathered, 


Faſt 7 


Moſchus and Bion. 3 


Firſt, The Age wherein both our 
Authors lived. 


Secondly, What we were before 
ſpeaking of, as to his Country. 


Laſtly, The more than ordinary 
Acquaintance betwixt him and Bion; 
not ſuppoſing from this Paſſage, (as 
the Learned Mr. Kennet) that Bion 
was a School-Maſter ; and Moſchus 
was his Scholar and Succeſſor, in 
governing his poetical School ; but 
I rather take it as an Encomium up- 
on his deceaſed Friend ; for we may 
as well judge him to be a Shep- 
herd, (which Opinion of the Two 
1 would ſooner adhere to) from 
theſe Lines. 
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Works we read. As to the Time, 
and Country, of theſe our Poets, we 
ſhould have been to ſeek, had not 
 Moſchus, in his Elegy upon the 
Death of Bion, enlightened us there- 
in, We have an Account (accord- 
ing to Sudas) of one Moſchus a 
Grammarian, and Poet of Syracuſe ; 

but whether it is this, I am not 
able to ſay. Some are apt to think 


him an ITralian from the following 
Words. 


Theocritus, the ſweeteſt of the Swans 


Of Syracuſe, prepares his mournful Strains; 
Whilſt I, no Stranger to the rural Lay, 
Chant out my Woes in the Auſonian Way. 
To others let your Flocks and Herds belong; 
To me you, dying, left your Pipe and Song. 


From theſe Lines three Things very 
material may be gathered, 
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Moſchus and Bion. 3 


Huiſt, The Age wherein both our 
Authors lived. 


Secondly, What we were before 
ſpeaking of, as to his Country. 


Laſtly, The more than ordinary 
Acquaintance betwixt him and Bion; 
not ſuppoſing from this Paſſage, (as 
the Learned Mr. Kennet) that Bion 
was a School-Maſter ; and Moſchus 
was his Scholar and Succeſſor, in 
governing his poetical School ; but 
I rather take it as an Encomium up- 
on his deceaſed Friend ; for we may 
as well judge him to be a Shep- 
herd, (which Opinion of the Two 
1 would ſooner adhere to) from 
theſe Lines. 
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2 The LIVES of 
His 70, and Herd, demanded all his 


%; 
And as they gras 'd, he charm d their ra- 
viſpd Ears. 


As for the Country of Bio, we are 
not in the leaſt doubtful of, it being 
very manifeſt by what follows; which 


at the ſame Time ſhews a very fair 
Title to the Birth of Homer. 


Here Moſchus addreſſes himſelf to 
the River Meles, (which flows not 
far from the Walls of Smyrna) where- 
in he makes a fine Compariſon be- 
twixt the two Poets. As this Poem 
is the ſweeteſt of our Poet's Works, 
ſo I think this the moſt beautiful 
Part of the Elegy. 
Harmonious Streams, M eles the firſt in 
Fame, 


That gave the Bard his Birth, and gave 
2715 Name, Since 


SY 


Moſchus and Bion. 5 
Since Homer's Death you Find but ſmall 
Nele: 
Now Bion Fate demands a ſecond Grief. 
Firſt when Calliope's Delight withdrew 
(Call by remorſeleſs Fate) himſelf from Jon; 
Then Fame reports, your Streams could 
ſcarce ſuffice, _ - . 77 
To feed the conſtant T ribute of your E Zyes. 
Great was your Grief” for: the loud Homer 
dead, * | 
So great, it der all Neprane's s. K nue, 
nee 
Since to the Shades the broth ly muſt go, 
Tour Streams again, in rournful 0 urrents 


ow. 0 7401 O 
Bots 70 the Jacred J hun, dear have 
bern; We \ 


This largely drank of Arethuſe 4's een : 

The other of the Rills of Hippocrene. 

One ſung Atrides, and the Spartan Fair, 

And Thetis valiant Son renown'd in War. 

This Jung of Pan, of Swains, no Arms, 
nor Mars. 


But ſuch ſweet Combats as are free from 
Scars : 


* 
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And as they graꝝ d, he charm 4 ber ra- 


His Pipe, and Herd, demanded all his Cares, 


viſh d Ears... 5 
On the ſoft. Loves he oft befowd bis Praiſes 
Venus was or the Subject ws his 8 98 


we now come to the Ave of both 
our Authors, who were Contempo- 
raries with Theocritus, as appears by 
Moſchus his introducing him bewail- 
ing Bion's Death; (which Piece of 
Theocritus S is» ae extant) therefore 
we may undoubtedly conclude, as 
Theacritusflouriſhed under the famous 
Brolomy Philadelphus, our Poets lived 
in the ſame happy Age of Wit and 
Learning; 'tho' perhaps not encou- 
raged by the ſame royal and bene- 
ficent Patron, According to the 


beſt Account we can find, Ptolomy 


Pbiladelpbus began his Reign in the 
fourth 


Moſchus and Bion. 7 * 


fourth Year of the 123d Ohmpiad, 
and ended it in the ſecond Year of 
the 133d, which was about 280 
Years before Chriſt. - 


This i is all \ we have of the 1 


try, Age, and Profeſſion of our two 
Poets. 


. it ſeems (and not unlikel y from 
che followin g Verſes) was poiſoned, 


Sweet Swain, you did the poys nous 
Draught receive ; 


Ahl cruelWretch,that could thePotiongive ! 


It will not be improper, after the 
Lives of our Poets, to give ſome 
Account of their Remains, 


In the Time of the latter Greci- 
ans, that is, in the Time of the 
B 4 Byzan- 


8 TW L 1 ws off 


Byzantine Emperors, Pl thel; ancient 
Tay ums were collected together; 
a 0 Theocritus's Name prefixed to 
them; by which meéäfis ſeveral 
Pieces are not attributed to their 
proper Authors. In ei eit 
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The 25th Ichllium of These. 
tus, vix. the! Birth of Hercules, is by 
ſome adjudged, to Moſchus ; but as 
it is placed, by moſt of the Editors 
thereof, . among Theocritus's Works, 
and tranſlated for his by Mr. Creech, 
I think it ſufficient Reaſon for my 
ngt an aged it. 3 
Mbeocritus had not Boy Sgoſted 
the Credit of others to himſelf, but 
had robbed one of them of his 
Name; ſome affirming LTbrocritus 
ad "ks to be one or the ſame 

Perſon; 


Moſchus and Bion. 


9 
| Perſon; but Moſchus has fortunate- 
ly confiited thoſe vain Aſſertors, 
(whereby he has preſerved his Ho- 
nour, and Himſelf too) by intro- 
ducing, ''as we before obſerved, his 
Rival lamenting Bion 's Death. 


Wa has not only had the hard 
Fate of his Contemporary and Aſ- 
ſociate, but has fell into the Hands 
of Superſtition; the Rigour of which 
(tho' upon another Occaſion) is 
finely expreſſed by Sir Jobn Den- 


bam, 


Now ſhalt thou ſt and, tho Sword, or 
Time, or Fire, 

Or Zeal, more fierce than they, thy Fall 

. 


The Byxantine Emperors once ſo 
revered eſe Clergy, that by their 
Advice 


io The LIVES of 


Advice wholly, they commanded 


ſome particular Parts of ſeveral Po- 
ets to be burned; the only Pre- 
tence for their ſeyere Sentence, 
was their writing in too amourous a 
Strain. At that Time periſhed ſe- 
veral Pieces of the following Poets ; 
Menander, Dipbilus,.,, Apollodorus , 
7 bilemon, . Alexis,  Sappho; Erinna, 


Anacremn, Ayn Aleman and 


Bun. 


=” hes 


1 } n e 8 
The Remains of theſe two Poets 
are number d among the moſt har- 


monious Pieces of the Ancients. The 


greater Part of their Writings are in 
the Paſtoral Kind, from which they 
have very little deviated ; Moſchus 
in his fourth Idyllium, and Bion in 
his Fifth, and ſome of his ſmall 
Pieces at the latter End. 
| M. Gxa- 
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' plicity in Theocritus, tho his Poems 


Moſchus and Bion. 11 


M. Gravian, ſpeaking of the An- 
cients, ſays, There is a great Sim- 


are elaborate; when he deſcribes 
the moſt tender Paſſion, he till talks 
like a Shepherd, and all his Thoughts 
ſeem to be the Product of a rural 
Life. Moſchis and Bion, are not 
leſs to be efteemed. The Elegy of 
the latter upon Adonis, is full of 
charming Sweetneſs. 


Rapin, in his Diſcourſe upon Pa- 
ſtoral, will not allow the Europa of 
Moſchus to be of that Kind; which, 
if not a Paſtoral, muſt at leaſt go 
for a fine Poem. But according to 


the Abbot Fragwer's Sentiments, 


(which are very juſt) the Europa is 
truly a Paſtoral ; for Moſchus takes 
care to conceal the Glory of Fupzter, 

| when 
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when he brings him into the Mea - 


dows; he introduces him not as 


the Thunderer, but as a Lover me- 
tamorphoſed. The Abbot's Words 
are theſe: Would any one place 
Jupiter with a Thunderbolt, or Jumo 
with her Majeſty, in a Landskip ? 
When the Poets brought the great 
Gods from Olympus into rural Solt- 
tude, they took care to conceal the 
Glory that ſurrounds them ; they 
changed their Deities to make them 
appear under other Shapes. The 
fame Author alſo, ſpeaking of the 
Scenary for Paſtoral, ſays, The Scene 
is always a rural Landskip, which 
may take in Woods, Meadows, the 
Banks of Rivers, Fountains, and 
ſometimes the Sea-ſhore. If Rapin 
makes an Objection againſt the Po- 
liteneſs of the Language of the Eu- 


rop a, 
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Moſchus and Bion. 13 


ropa, we may very eaſily bring ſome 
few of our own Country, who have 
wrote in that Way, whoſe Autho- 
rity is as good as Rapin s. I muſt 
confeſs, there is not that Clowniſh- 
neſs and Indecency in our Poets, as 
in the Fourth and Fifth Idilliums of 
Iheocritus. I would not be thought 
herein to endeavour to rob I heocritus 
of the Bays the Criticks have 1n all 
Ages allowed him ; but my Defign 
is to plead for Modeſty, Decency 
and Politeneſs, in Paſtoral, as well 
as in other Writings. 


| think I have the politeſt of the 
Ancients on my Side. Neither in 
our Poets, nor Virgil, (tho' indeed 
the latter in his third Eclogue, is 
more ruſtical than at other Times) 
is any Part fo obſcene as to offend 
the 


14 The Lives of 


the chaſteſt Ear; a Thing juſtly 
cenſured by one of the niceſt Judges, 
and beſt of Poets in the laſt Age. 


Tmmodeſt Words admit of no Defence; 


A want of Decency is want of Senſe. 


Earl of Roſcommon. 


Boileau, notwithſtanding the na- 
tive Bluntneſs ſome will pretend is 
requiſite in Paſtoral, inveighs againſt 
it as much as poſhble, and gives a 
moſt beautiful Deſcription of it ; 
comparing it to a fair Nymph in her 
Bloom, rifing from her Bed, dreſ- 
ng herſelf with the genuine Orna- 
ments of the Fields; needleſs of H- 


rian Dye, Diamonds and Pearls, or 
the coſtly O intments of Arabia. 


But at the ſame time he dreſſes her 
neither with Nettles, nor Thiſtles, 
when ſo many of the ſweeteſt Flow- 
ers 


Moſchus and Bion. 1 f 


ers and Greens may be culled to 
adorn her with. 


Should a Painter fill a Landskip 
with obſcene Objects, he would be 
no more liable to cenſure, than a 
Poet who does the fame. I think 
it 1s very unjuſt to make Shepherds 
ſpeak any Thing contrary to that 
Innocence, ſuppoſed to be in them, 
whom Aſtrea has ſcarcely forſaken, 
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Extrema per illos 
Juſtitia excedens terris Veſtigia fecit. 


Ihen Juſtice, weary of the Crimes of Man, 
To wing her Flight to purer Worlds began, 
Her laſt Retreat on Earth was on the 

Plains ; 
Where ſome Reſemblance of her ſtill re- 
mains. 
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The Fugitive Love. 
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Wanton Cupid once from Venus 
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2 run, 
> The Goddcſs miſs'd him, and 


S The thus begun: 
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> If any One a wand'ring Love ſhould ſee, 
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He's mine, the little Urchin ſtray'd from me. 
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A ſweet Reward will bounteous Venus give, 


The Swain that ſhall reſtore her Fugitive : 


A Kiſs ; nay, not alone a ſingle Kiſs, 

_ She'll pay the Tydings with a greater Bliſs. 
So many Marks the Wanton will betray, 
From Twenty, you may take the Right away. | 
Not white his Body, thro' the whole is ſpread, | 
Something reſembling Fire, a glowing Red. | 
Flames, cruel Flames, from both his Eyeballs dart 
Fair are his Words, deceitful is his Heart! 

With nought bur Lies his flatt' ring Lips are hung; 
Sweet honey Words flow from his ſoothing Tongue. 


| 
He in his Rage ſevere would all deſtroy, | 
Such the Reſentment of the vengeful Boy! - i 
Curl'd are his Locks, White as the falling Snow ; 
Nothing but Frowns fit on his angry Brow. = i 
Small are his Hands ; bur far can throw a Dart; ; | 
He ſometimes ſtrikes th' infernal Monarch's Hear 1 
His Body's always naked to the Wind, 
But cloſe he kceps the Secrets of his Mind. 
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Swift as a Bird he flies, now here, now there, 
And Man he wounds, nor ſpares the charming 
q Fair. 

| A little Bow, and Arrow's in his Hand ; 

Tho ſmall, the Gods cannot their Force withſtand. 
*A Quiver full of bitter Shafts he bears, 

With which to wound his Mother oft he dares: 


They're cruel all, with greater Heat they burn, 

t Than the hot Rays of the Meridian Sun : 

His little Torches Phelus ſelf annoy, 

; Een Phebus ſelf is ſubject to the Boy. 

e. Take him, and pity not his Tears that fall; 
Or if he ſmiles, let not his Smiles prevail; 


? 


A in Refuſe, they're ting'd with Fire, they will fallaci- 


But bind him, bring him, they're deceitful all: 
v. Or if he'd kiſs, from his Embraces turn; 
His Lips are Poyſon, the Infection ſhun, 


; Ik he his Arms preſent, tis not for Love; 


1 ous prove. 
1 
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IDYLLIUM II. 


C 2a E. A. 


The ArGUMENT: 


Europa, N of Agenor, King of Phænicia, be- 


ing ſurprized by a Viſion, calls for her Maids of 


Honour to accompany her to the Meads, to gather 


Flowers, aud divert her after the portentous 


Dream. Whilſt Europa and the Ladies are in tbe 


Meadow, Jupiter in« the Shape of a Bull entices 
them to come and ſport with him: Europa, taker 
with his Form and gentle Ways, gets upon his Back; 


he immediately ariſes, and plunges into the Sea. 


She, far from Land, invokes Neptune, and ſpeaks 


to the Bull as if ſomerhing ſuſpicious of his Divinty; | 


he, to pacify her, diſcovers himſelf ; afterward; 


arriving at Crete, he reſumed his proper Deity, + 


and enjoyed her. 
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ORE than half gone the Night, and Morn 
drew nigh, 


1 When Sleep in downy Chains had bound each Eye; 


\ When weary'd Mortals lay in pleaſing Reſt, 
Wich various Viſions hov'ring or their Breaſt ; 
In her Apartment was Europa laid; 


1 A Virgin then; no more to ſleep a Maid! 


As ſhe in ſoft Repoſe the Minutes ſpent, 


*This Viſion Venus to the Damſel ſent. 


7 
N 


Two Continents at Variance ſcem'd to ſtand; 
fra, and that oppos'd to Aſias Land; 


The Form of Matrons ſerv d for their Diſguiſe, 


One known, and one a Stranger to her Eyes: 


| Borh claim the Fair; That ſays ſhe brought her forth, 


And pleads, ſhe gave her Breeding, and her Birth. 


Th'other, by Force of Arias, the Virgin drew, 


And ſhe as willing to the Matron flew; 
6 But yet (when ſhe Europa took, ) the ſaid, 


* Fate, and Fove's Decree, I take the Maid. 
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The Fair awakes, out of her Bed ſhe ſtarts ; 


Her Boſom throbs, Fears ſeize her vital Parts. 
Not with her Sleep the boding Viſion flies; 
The Women {till are preſent to her Eyes. 
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Silent awhile ſhe ſar; at laſt ſays ſhe; 
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Tell me ye Gods what can this Viſion be? | 
What means this Dream, and from what Deity ? ; | 
What Phantom thus moleſts my tender Breaſt 2 
And rouſes thus my Soul from balmy Reſt > 

What Matron whom I ſaw, to me unknown: 
T fcel a Paſſion for the Love ſhe's ſhown; 
How tenderly ſhe us'd-me, as her own! 
Ye Pow'rs above, great Fove, and Deſtiny, 
Grant the Event of this, propitious be! 


So ſpoke ; the Fair aroſe,” and went to find 
Her beſt Companions, deareſt to her Mind; 
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Thoſe whom ſhe takes, when with her Virgin Train 
She leads a Dance along the verdant Plain; 
Or when, compell'd by Heat of Mid-day Beams, 
Fer Limbs ſhe bathes within Auaurus Streams; 
1 Or when into the Meads, with a Deſire, 
she goes, to rob them of their gay Attire. 
N Again they meet, acroſs their Arms they bear 


A Basket; then unto thoſe Meads repair, 


Where always met, the now aſſembled Fair; 


” Charm'd with rhe fragrant Odours of the Plain, 


Delighting too to hear the murm ring Main. 


Europas Basket was of pureſt Gold, 
8 { The Work of Yulcan, glorious to behold ! 
E On Libya was the Gift beſtow'd, when ſhe 
To Neptune yielded her Virginity : 
From her the Preſent, by Succeſſion, came, 
To beauteous Telepha; w lovely Dame; 
Next it deſcended to Europas Care 7 
Virgin Europa, lovely, young, and fair! 
C 4 Such 
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Such was the Work, ſuch the reſplendent Art, + 
The Preſent ſpoke the God in ev'ry Part ! 

There Inachus his Jo ſtood in Gold; 

A Woman lowing in a Heifer's Mold; 

Forc'd to the Main by Scourges of the Bee; 
Work of a cærule Colour was the Sea, 


Upon the Shore two Men as wond'ring ſtood, 


To ſee a Heifer ſcud a long the Flood ; + 1 
And Jove was there; Jove ſtrok d the Marine Cow, 3 
And ſeem'd to grieve to think her Fate was ſo; I 
Her in Compaſſion to the Nie he drove, 8 
And made her what ſhe was before his Love. | 
Of Gold was Fove; of Praſs his much loy'd Cow, 
9 1 The Streams of Nile in Silver Currents flow. 4 
| Under the Lid, by Hermes, Argus lyes wy 
(He once ſo watchful with his Hundred Eyes) | 
There ſee the Peacock from his Blood ariſe ; | 
With painted Pride he ſpreads his colour d Tail, 
Like the the ſwell d Canvaſs by a kindly. Gale: 
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Wich it he ſpreads the Golden Cover o'er. 
Such was the Basket fair Europa bore. 

When to the Meads deſign'd the Virgins come, 
Some pick the Daffadil, the Primroſe ſome. 
The wanton Damſels, in a ſportive Fit, 

: Trip it along to ſee who firſt ſhall ger, 

In harmleſs Play, yon' pretty Violet. 

: But Chief of all che Virgin Train, is ſeen, 
| |: zeauteous Europa, in the midſt, a Queen; 
} ith her fair Hand ſhe crops the bluſhing Roſe ; 
nd here like Venus with the Graces ſhows. 
our Sport enjoy fair Maid, not long to be 
An unpolluted Maid, for Fove's too nigh, 
Great Jove no ſooner ſaw, but was undone; 
Shot is the Dart, and thro his Breaſt it run. 
Such the reſiſtleſs Pow r of mighty Love / 
ET is he, and only he, can conquer Juve. 
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Fove mult contrive, when jealous uno pries; 


He thus the Rape conceals from Juno's Eyes. 
WV : 
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He's now a Beaſt, (ſuch is the Pow'r of Love!) 
He's now a Bull, cerwhile no leſs than Jove. 
Of all that ever felt the Plowman's Goar, ? 
Or graz'd the Meads, or pond'rous FER 
bore, te 4% 844 
None like this jovial Bull was ſeen before. 
Juſt in the Middle of his Forehead grew, 
A Circle whiter than the falling Snow; 5 
His other Parts were of a yellowiſh Hue. 


> 
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A Thouſand little Loves there ſeem'd to play. 
His Horns were equal, like the Silver Moon; 
Her Horns encreas'd, when half her Race is run. 
Ent'ring the Plains, rhe Virgins at the Sight 
Recciv'd him as an Object of Delight. 

They by Degrees mov'd by ſome inward Love,) 


W hoſe odoriferous Breath the Sweets excel, 


His bright, his amourous ſpark' ling Eyes, were grey; 


Approach d the Bull, and ſtrok d the lovely Fove; |? 


The Meads can Field with all their fragrant Smell. N 
3 5 —| 
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He juſt before the fair Europa goes, | 
Kiſſes her Neck, the ſpotleſs Virgin woes ; ; i 


Fain would he ſpeak, but then he gent'ly moes. 


Whene'er he low'd, you'd ſay th' Arcadian Swain 
Was playing on his Pipe ſome tender Strain. 


She ſtrok d him, kiſs'd him, gently from his Mouth, 
She with her filly Hand wip'd off the Froth. 

Upon his Knees he fell before the Maid ; 

His Back ſhe yiew'd, and to her Virgins faid ; 


Come nearer, dear Companions, and behold, 
Broad is his Back, and ey'ry one 'twill hold; 

2 Kind is his Aſpect, gentle are his Ways, 
Quite different from other Bulls that graze ; 

} Obſerve his Geſtures, much like humane Kind; 
| Had he a Voice bur equal to his Mind ! 


She ſpoke, then back'd him with a pleaſing 


Smile; 
(For Innocence, like her, ne er thoũght of Guile.) 
ll - _ 
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Folds up his Trident, and the Waves obey ; 


The ritons, which to Neptune s Train belong, 


Strove from the Waves to ſave her Purple Train; 


That ſafe ſhe might the liquid Journey ride. 
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Fird by th' Example of the Royal Fair, 


The Virgins all to follow her prepare. 
He'd got his hop'd for Prize, nor wanted more; 
He plung'd into the Main, and left the Shore, ; 
But ſhe turn'd back, ſtretch'd out her Hands for Aid, f 
To them on Shore; they can't perſue the Maid. 
Now far from Land, he with his Burthen proud, 
Juſt like a Dolphin cuts along the Flood. 
The Nereids, and each watry Deity, 

Ariſe as conſcious who the Bull ſnould be; 
F Neptune, Ruler of the Sea, 


And give to Fove a calm, and caſy Way. ; 4 
Prepare their Shells to ſound the Nuptial Song. 


Europa, as on Jove ſhe croſs'd the Main, 


One Hand around his Horn lhe trembling laid, 
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The mournful Maid, far from her native Land, 
Far from her Virgins, and the flow'ry Strand, 
She look'd about, but nothing could ſuryey, 
But Air above, beneath the boyſtrous Sea; 
Struck with the Proſpect then before her Eyes, 


Wond'ring ſhe gaz d around, amaz d, ſhe cries : 


Oh! Bull divine, where would'ſt thou me con- 

vey is 8 

What art, and why tempt'ſt thou this dang'rous 
Way? | 

Ships we have known beyond the Seas to go, 

But never knew a Bull ſo bold as you. 

Say, can the Sea afford, or Drink, or Food: 

If you're a God, then act as ſuits a God. 

| When knew you Dolphins in the Meadows graze ? 

Or Steers or Heifers ſport within the Seas ? 

Undaunted you among the Billows row ; 


Your Hoofs ſupply the Place of Oars for you. 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps you will Cerlong take Wing and fly, | 
13 And cut the yielding Air, and mount the Sky. ] 
1 Unhappy I, alas! to leave my Home, 1 
And with a Bull far from my Country rome. 

| But Oh! great Neptune, Ruler of the Seas, | 
| | Be you propitious when a Virgin prays ; 
| But yet I hope he that conducts me o'er, | N 


Will be my Guide when on a foreign Shore; 5 | 
For ſure I paſs by more than mortal Pow'r. 


„ 


| She ſpoke, and thus the broad-horn'd Bull reply'd, 
No longer fear, ben't at the Waves diſmay'd, 
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He that conducts you is no leſs than Jove; 


——— — 
— — 


I ſeem a Bull, or any Thing for Love: 
| Een now my Fair I lay aſide the God, 
And tempt in borrow'd Shape the wat'ry Road. 


To Crete, my Birth-place, I'll conduct you, there 
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Glad Zmen ſhall our Nuptial Rites prepare; 


And you to Fove ſhall mighty Monarchs bear. 
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He ſpoke, and the conſenting Fates ordain, 
That what he ſaid miglit not be ſpoke in vain. 


To Crete they came, where Jove aſſumed Jove, 
| Loofen d her Zone, and revell'd in her Love. 
| Thi attendant HForæ th' happy Bed provide, 
| And ſhe, juſt now a Maid, is now a Bride; 


| Joue Conſort for a while; a Mother ſhe «| * : 


| Fulfill'd, wich mighty Monarchs Jove's Decree. . 
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Ai ELE GY upon the Death: 
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Ourn all ye Groves, ye Dorick Streams de- 3 


plore 3 

The lovely Bion's Fate, who's now no more ; I 
Ye Plants, a Tribute of your Sorrows ſhew ; 1 
Ye Flow'rs, for Grief put on a mournful Hue; 4 
Ye Roſes, and Anemonies, now wear J 
A deeper Red, that may your Woes , ; I 
Now Hyacinth, in your own Plaints bemoan, 
The lovely tuneful Bard, that's dead and gone. | 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe Aeplore, F 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 9 


; 
Ye Nightingales, which mourn in the thick Woods, : 


Tell the fad News to Arethuſa $ Floods ; 
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Bion, the tuneful lovely Swain is dead; 
With him his Song, and Dorick Muſe, is ged. 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 
In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
|; Ye Silver Swans, as you in Stiymon fail, 
4 In melancholy Sounds his Death bewail ; 
In Elegiack mournful Notes bemoan 
Bion hard Fate, juſt as you ſing your own; 
In ſuch melodious Notes, as the dear Swain 
4 * with your Voice, whilſt here he bleſt the Plain. 
70 the Oegarian Nymphs his Death relate, 
Convey to Biſtonis the Dorick Orpheus Fate. 
| i Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
Ie to the liſt ning Herds no more, dear Swain, 
1 Shall ſing, extended on the verdant Plain; 

He's gone down to the gloomy Shades below, 
Hand there 1 Lethe's Banks reports his Woe. 


iN 


His Voice no more upon the Mountain's heatd, 


=” 
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Eccho no more anſwers the tuneful Bard. 
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The ſtraggling Cows refuſe to graze for Grief; 


Nor can the luſty Bull procurg Relief. 


Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
When of thy Death, dear Swain, Apollo heard, 
He veil'd his Head in Clouds, and diſappear'd. 
Satyrs, and Fawns, and all the rural Gods, | 
With ſad Complaints fill all the Lawns and Woods. 
And Pan, unmindful of his Syrinx now, 4 
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Devotes his Sorrow to your Song and You. 
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The Warer-Nymphs their grievous Loſs bewail, 
To Tears they turn their Springs and Fountains all. 
The vocal Nymph has with her Ecchos done, 
She thinks none worth her Anſwer ſince thou'rt gone. 
The Trees drop their untimely Fruit for you ; 4 
The Lillies fair refuſe to flouriſh now; ; 
The ſweeteſt Flow'rs hang down their Heads and dic f 
They ſcorn to grow ſince you t Elixius fly. | 
The bleating Ewes their Udders fill no more, 


The buzzing Bees neglect the ſweeteſt Flow'r. 
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All Sweets in Nature now are worthleſs grown, 
E Since thou art dead, all Sweets contain'd in One, 
Þ Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Maſe deplore, 
In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
: The Dolphins ne' er before were known to moan, 
C The Seas forſaking, on the Shores alone. 
N Not half ſo much poor Philomela griev'd, 
For all the Wrongs from Tereus ſhe receivd. 


IThe Swallows on the Summits of each Hill, 

4 wih ſad Complaints declining Vallies fill. 
Lilcyone, for her lov'd Ceyx, ne er 

? illd with ſuch doleful Plaints the viding Air! 
Begin my Muſe; Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


„In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 


we 


q Cerylus before was never heard to moan, 


Upon the Seas, as he of late has done. 
The Birds, which from the Pile receiv'd their Breath, 
. ament young Bion more than Memnon's Death. 
3 Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 
In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more: 
| > ifs The 
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The N iphtingales which perch'd upon the Sprays, 
With an attentive Ear to learn his Lays, 
With drooping Wings upon the Boughs remain, 
And in ſad Notes bemourn the abſent Swain. 

Ye Doves, forget not in ſad Notes to coo, 

For him who taught you how to love and woo, 

Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 

In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
Since, moſt lamented Bard, thou'ſt left the Plain, 
Who ſhall preſume to touch thy Pipe, dear Swain; 
On which ſo lately you unrival d play'd 2 
All, all, are of the vain Attempt afraid. 

The Reeds, as yet, a whiſp'ring Sound retain, 

Of thy laſt Song, ne'er to be heard again. 

I to th Arcadian God thy Pipe will bear, 

For he, (if any rightly) is the Heir ; 

Perhaps great Pax himſelf will fear to try, 

He'll fear, perhaps, that you'll a Victor be. 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Maſe deplore, 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 


Poor 
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Poor Galatea mourns the abſent Swain, 
Deſpairing ever to be charm'd again, 
Since Bion, tuneful Biou's left the Plain. 

2 How oft the Nymph has left her native Sea, 
: To fir and hear thy Song, and gaze on thee ? 
| | Not ſuch as Polypheme's harſh Skreckings were, 
: But what's harmonious charm'd the Virgin's Ear. 
The Fair, neglectful of her Marine Throng, 
2 Drawn by the ſoft Remembrance of your Song, 
2 orſakes the Main, and lives upon the Shore, 

5 There ſpends the tedious Pay, too ſhort before, 


when lovely Bion ſung, who ſings no more. 


wich Pity ſhe your mournful Herds bcholds, 
Wich Pity feeds your melancholy Folds. 
Begin my Maſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 


Wich you, dear Swain, the Muſes' Gifts are fled; 
All youthful Sports are ccas'd, ſince thou art dead; 
he once fond Virgins, in their Sorrows coy, 


ly the Embraces of each am'rous Boy. 
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The mournful Loves over thy Grave bewail, 
With flutt'ring Wings thine early Funeral. 
More of the Cyprian Goddeſs' Love you have, 
Than the laſt Kiſs that ſweet Adonis gave. 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 

In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
Harmonious Streams, Meles, che firſt in Fame, 


That gave the Bard his Birth, and gave his Name: 3 


Since Zomer's Death you find but ſmall Relief, 
Now Bion s Fate demands a ſecond Grief. 


Firſt when Calliopes Delight withdrew, 
Call d by remorſeleſs Fate, himſelf from you; 


Then Fame reports your Streams could ſcarce ſuffice, 
To feed the conſtant Tribute of your Eyes. 
Great was your Grief for the lov'd Homer dead, 


So great it o'er all Neptune's Kingdom ſpread ; 
And now, alaſs! afreſh thy Sorrows flow, 
For Bjox's Death reiterates thy Woe. 
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Both to the ſacred Fountains dear have been, 
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This largely drank of Arethaſa's Stream; 
; The other of the Rills of Hippocrene. 
One ſung Atrides, and the Spartan Fair, 


And Thetis valiant Son renown'd in War. 


: This ſung of Pan, of Swains; no Arms, nor Wars ; 
| Bur ſuch ſweer Combats as are free from Scars. 
| His Pipe and Herd demanded all his Cares ; 
f And as they graz'd he charm'd their raviſh'd Ears, 
on the ſoft Loves he oft beſtow'd his Praiſe, 
Venus was oft” the Subject of his Lays. 

Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 


The Towns, and Villages, bewail thy Death, 
All miſs the Muſick of thy tuneful Breath. 

| | Th Aſcrean Bard's no more lamented, now 

| They drain the Fountains of their Eyes for you. 
All the Bæotian Groves for thee alone, 


For thee, dear Swain, inſtead of Pindar moan. 
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The Lesbians not half ſo much complain, 


For their Alcæus, as for you dear Swain. 


Ceos no more laments its Poet dead, 
You've all its Grief ſince to the Shades you fled. 
Archilocus no more the Parians grieve, 

But, was ſuch Force in Tears, they'd you retrieve. 
Sappho no more charms Mitylenian Ears, 


You now command Attention and their Tears. 


T heoeritus, the ſweeteſt of the Swains 

Of Syracuſe, prepares his mournful Strains ; 
Whilſt I, no Stranger to the rural Lay, 
Chant out my Woes in the Auſonian Way. 


To others let your Flocks and Herds belong, 
To me you dying left your Pipe and Song. 3 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, b 
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In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
Sweet Flow'rs, and all the worſt of Weeds muſt dye, 


Their Bloſſoms wither, and their Moiſture dry ; 
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But when the Vear revolves again they grow, 
Their Moiſture enters, and their Bloſſoms blow: 
But 
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| 
| But ah | ſad Fate, the Wiſe, the Great, th@Brave, 
Muſt ſleep, obſurely, in the ſilent Grave: 

They dye but once, ne'er more regain their Breath, 
: But lye confin'd in the cold Chains of Death: 

And you, alaſs ! muſt go to your long Home, 

And ſilent ſleep in the Earth's darkſome Womb. 
But ſince relentleſs Fate will have it ſo, 


And thus torment poor Mortals here below ; 

The loathſome Croakings of the Toad neer ceaſe, 
Its odious Noiſe ſhall ne er my Envy raiſe. 

| Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 

In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 


Sent by a dire Diſcaſe, ſweet Boy's gone, 


His charming Lays, and tuneful Voice are flow'n. 
4 Sweet Swain, you did the poys'nous Draught re- 
: ceive, 

: Ali! cruel Wretch, that cou'd the Potion give! 

To whom, alaſs! could ſuch a Crime belong: 


Who was ſo weary of your Muſe and Song:? 


But 
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But why, perſiſt I thus to vent my Hate? 1 
The Wretch can't ſhun the Vengeance of his 1 
Fate. | 

Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, | 
In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 1 
No End of Grief, no End of Woe, I find, | 
Since thou art gone, and left me here behind. 1 
Could I, like Orpheus, or Ulyſſes, go, | | 


Or like Alcides, to the Shades below ; 

T'd mind th' Amazement of th' infernal Ghoſts, 
Hear how you charm the Ruler of thoſe Coaſts. 
Doubt not your Skill, doubt not your Art, dear | 


Swain, 


Play to the Virgin in the Dorick Strain; 4 
For ſhe e erwhile upon Sicilian Strands, 1 
Delighred there to ſport, and chant thoſe Strains 0 
Before a Rape ſhe ſufter'd by grim Pluto's Hands. I 
With Mufick Orpheus charm'd the Elizium Queen, 
By Muſick got Euridice again. 
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Doubt not but by the Virtue of your Lays, 
23 She'll you again unto the Hills releaſe. 

1 If I was skillful at the Pipe, Id go, 

q And try to move the King of Hell for you. 
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IDyLLIUM IV. 


MEG ARA and ALCMENA, 
Mother and Wife of HERCULES. 


8 R n Parr al 


The ARGUMENT. 4 


Hercules, once at Thebes, aſiſted Creon, Prince 
thereof, and drove away his Enemies, who unjuſtly 
impoſed a Tribute upon him; for which Creon gave 
hin Megara, his Daughter, to Wife, by whom Her- 
cules had ſeveral Children; but being ſtruct with 
Madneſs by Juno, he murdered them, imagining they 
were Enemies: He recovering his Senſes, in Ab- 
horrence to what he had done, abſtained from all 
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Company; but he could not be long concealed, for he 
was called away to a new Adventure; which, with 1 
the Thoughts of her Children, is the Cauſe of Me- 
gara s Complaint. There are two Parts in this 3 
Poem; the firſt contains Megara's Speech to Alc- i 


mena ; the ſecond Alcmena's Anſwer, 


8A. 
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S* hapleſs Queen, from whence your Sorrows 
And what the fatal Cauſe of all this Woe? 
Why ſigh you thus, why thus perſiſt to moan, 


flow, 
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Till from your Checks the bluſhing Ruby's gone? 
Say if Alcides' Toils theſe Tears demand, 


For what he ſuffers from a worthleſs Hand? 


pan 


Too plain, alaſs! J ſee our Griefs are one; 


RO NS AS Yr REDER We: 


I for a Husband mourn, you for a Son. 
And can impartial Heav'n regardleſs ſee, 


A Fawn command, a Lion to obey ? 


Why was I born, deſtin d to ſuch a Fate: 
How could I thus ye Gods incur your Hate: 
Are theſe the Joys the Nuptial Ties afford? 
And ſuch the Merits of my virtuous Lord? 
Whoſe honour'd Name eer ſince the bridal Night, 
Has been, and is, to me, dear as the Light; 
Of Strength, of Valour, he'as the greateſt Share; 
But both are equall'd with Exceſs of Care. 


1 
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And Life he gave, to Erebus he ſent ; : 


In an ill Hour Apollo gave the Bow, 

Supply'd with Shafts by ſome dite Fiend below; 
He made them all the Inſtruments of Death, 

And them imploy'd againſt his Childrens Breath; 
Theſe Eyes beheld when the curs'd Bow he bent, 


Blood, Slaughter, Death, were all his Mind could | 

move. ; 
(Could one in Thought, or Dream, ſo cruel prove) 
Whilſt oft in vain the Babes invok'd my Aid, 


Inevitable Fate hung o'er my Head; f 

f [ 
Had I ſtep'd in to fave the Infants' Breath, 
What had enſued but an immediate Death? 


Juſt as the Dam fits brooding o'er her Young, 


Spies the dread Foe, and dares not ſtay too long; | 
The cruel Serpent, with his ſpeckled Breaſt, 
Creeps up the Hedge, and gets into the Neſt ; 
The pious Dam, quite void of all Relief, 

By Squecks, and Flutterings, ſets forth her Grief; 


(Life 
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| (Life is a Sweet to all ; ) Should ſhe go near, 

By the dire Monſter with her Young ſhe'd ſhare. 

[ So, hapleſs I was for my Babes in pain, 

7 Rav'd round the Houſe, and mourn'd, but mourn'd 

| in vain. 

| | And could Diana thus ſurvey my Grief, 

Nor ſpare one Dart to give a Wretch Relief? 

Oh! had T with my tender Infants went, 

Don to the Shades, by a kind Arrow ſent; 

Then had our Friends the Fur'ral Pile compos d, 

And in one golden Urn our Bones inclos d; 

And bury'd in our Native Place the Dead; J 

To us as one theſe Obſequies they'd paid; | 
Now they're at Thebes, where gallant Steeds " 

bred ; 
And there Aonid's fertile Glebe they plow; 
Whilſt Tm at rigid Fano's Tirynth now, 
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Lab'ring with Woe beneath a grievous Mind, 
Nor any Reſpite to my Sorrows find. 


Oh! 


48 The IDYLY.tUMs 


( 
Oh! cruel Fate, that could ſo ſoon remove, 


From my Embraces th' only Man I love : 

Many his Labours are, by Land, and Sea; 

And where commanded, there he's forc'd to be. 
Well he's a Breaſt that can unſhock'd withſtand, 
All Fate can ſend, or Juno can command; 

But tender you like Water melt away ; 

Witneſs your Grief, Night, and revolving Day! 
Unhappy I have no Relation near, 

To eaſe my drooping Soul ocrcharg'd with Care; 
At Eaſe in gilded Palaces they be, 

Beyond the piny thmus, far from me. 

To comfort me, oppreſs'd with Woe, there's none; 
Pyrrha excepted, ſhe's the only one, 

Loaded with Grief for 7phiclus your Son. 

Certain no one that felt the teeming Throws, 
Children produc'd, and born to Pains like thoſe ; 
Both to a God, and to a mortal Man. 


She ſpoke, and down the pearly Currents ran, 
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Soon | 
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Soon as her Babes, and Friends, afflict her Soul, 
The Chryſtal Tears down her fair Boſom rowl. 
Alemena, ſighing from her anxious Breaſt, 


In prudent Accents thus her Griefs expreſs'd. 


Princeſs, unhappy 1n your Childrens” Fate, 
Why will you theſe unwelcome Tales relate: 
Why thus purſue the mournful Theme of Woe ? 
Of which, too much, w2 both already know. 
Een Time itſelf can't wear our Griefs away, 
Afﬀreſh they riſe with ev'ry new-born Day. 

Who can without Regret our Sorrows ſhow, 
| Relentleſs he muſt take Delight in Woe. 


7 Suſpend your Grief, your drooping Spirits free; 


Not this we ſuffer by great Jove's Deerce. 


Thy ſwelling Boſom heaves with Pains I know ; 

And Juſtice bids me ſympathize with you. | 

Dread Proſerpine, and Ceres, Witneſs be ** 

(Both great Avengers of our Perjury,) | 
Of che indulgent Love I bear to thee! 
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Can youmpbraid me with neglected Care, 


Whilſt I more griev'd than Nzobe appear? 


Now for a Son, involvd in Woes, I moan, 


Who's in Purſuir of freſh Atchizvements gone; 


Who, after a long ten Months Labour bore, 
Had almoſt ſent me to the Sggian Shore; 
Thro' ſuch dire Throws and horrid Pangs I ran; 
Certain Preſages of che future Man! 

Who wand ring now, far from his Native Shore, 
Is gone, perhaps I ncer ſhall ſee him more. .. 

As ſooth'd J lately lay in balmy Reſt, 


This dreadful Viſion ſeiz d my fearful Breaſt. 


On one Side of a Field my Eyes ſuryey'd 
My Son Alcides, with a pond'rous Spade ; 


Juſt like a Peaſant on a Farmer's Ground, 


To guard the Vines from Harm he rais'd a Mound ;| 


Juſt as he d done, and had the Fences made, 
He in a Furrow fix d his pond'rous Spade, 
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As he prepar d ro put his Garments on, 
A raging Flame out of the Buſhes ſhone : 
As ſwiftly from the threat'ning Fire he fled, 
The gloomy Pillows rowl'd around his Head; 
His Spade's his Shield, and as he backward goes, 
His Spade he ſhakes, and does the Flames oppoſe. 
Methought the valiant Iphiclusg.,ſpy'd, 
Haſtily running to his Brother's Side ; 
But cer to his Aſſiſtance he'd atriv'd, 
On th Earth he ſunk, like one of Youth depriv'd ; 
And there muſt lie, like one with Age decay'd; 


| Unleſs his hoary Hairs procure him Aid. 
| As he to help the great Alrides run, 
So fell the warlike 7phiclus, my Son. 


To ſee my Sons void of Aſſiſtance laid; 
| I wept, till from my Eyes ſoft Slumber fled ; 
| Then ſoon the Eaſtern Morn began to riſe, 


4 with her Saff ron Rays to gild the Skies, 
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Such dreadful Viſions have perplex'd my Mind; 
But may Euryſtheus all the Dangers find. 

May my prophetick Soul the Truth foretel, 

And may not Fortune contradict my Will. 
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IDYLLIUM V. 


W cer I ſee, curl'd by the gentle 
| Wind, 


The azure Main, Fear ſtrikes my tim'rous Mind; 
My Muſe no longer can my Thoughts improve, 
A ſure and calm Retreat the Muſes love. 

But when I hear the boiſt 'rous Billows roar, 

Daſh, and rebound againſt the crooked Shore ; 

I tura to Land, and fly the reſtleſs Seas, 


Look on the Ficlds, gaze on the verdant Trees, 


The lovelieſt Objects which invite to Eaſe. 
Safe is the Land, where Boughs a Shelter form, 


To ſave me from the Terrors of the Storm. 


To make a Shade the am'rous Branches twine ; 
There are the whiſtling Gales, and ſinging Pine. 


A wretched Life ſure muſt the Drudgers be, 


Whoſe Ship's his Houſe, whoſe Labour's in the Sea. 
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Give me a Sleep bencath a ſpreading Shade, 


Juſt at a neighbring murm'xing Fountain's Head; 


Which glads the Swain, and never makes afraid. 
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Juſt as the God receiv' d the fiery Dart, 15 5 


IDYLLIUM: VI. 


AN for a neighb'ring Eccho was on Fire, 


She for a Satyr, Lyda's his Deſire. 


She for the Satyr hugg'd the pleaſing Smart; 

While Hada reigns triumphant in his Heart. | 

Each one the Rivals cqually deſpiſe, 

While they're as hateful to the Lovers' Eyes. 

Thus cruel Love, a ſportive Tyrant reigns, 

Plays with our Wounds, and glories in our Pains. 
You who ne'er felt the Force of killing Eyes, 

Learn by Example to be timely wiſe ; 

Nor raſhly throw away your Hearts in vain, 

Love where you're likely to be lov'd again. 
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IDyYLLIUM VII. 
HH Golden Lamp of the fair Queen of 


Love, 
Veſper the brighteſt of the Stars above; 
As Phebe's Luſtre does your Rays outſhine, 
Other Nocturnal Lights muſt yield to thine. 
The Moon's gone down ; conduct me o'er the Plain, 
Safe to the Cottage of a Shepherd Swain. 


No bad Intentions this my Journey move, 


To Rob or Steal; but Im a Slave to Love, 
k Hail much lov'd Star, and your Aſſiſtance lend ; 


Lovers in ev'ry Place ſhould find a Friend, 
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4 Lpheus, Piſa paſt, directs his Courſe 


To Arethuſe, with an impetuous Force; 
Bearing freſh Flow'rs, and many verdant Leaves, 
As precious Gifts to Arethuſa's Waves: 

Firſt here, then there, he flows, a thouſand Ways, 
And unperceiv'd he glides beneath the Seas. 
Pleas'd with the Fancy, ſportive d joys, 
Thus to perplex the ling' ring am'rous Boys; 

; Juſt ſo the God dclights to make us rove, 

And ſwim the winding Labyrinth of Love. 
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\ Wanton Love. aſide his Quiver laid, | 
A Budget took, and went to plow ; | 


And when he'd yok'd the lab ring Oxens Head, 
He drove, and then begun to ſow : 
Stopping a while, he caſt his Eyes around, 


He look'd, at laſt to Jove he ſpoke ; 
Let me not plow in vain, but heat the Ground, 
Or elſe Europa's Bull TII yoke. 
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JE Poet, by feigning Venus crying © 
her fugitive Love, takes an Occa- 

ſion herein to give the Deſcription 

of Love, This Piece may very pro- 
e perly be called a ſpeaking Picture; 
— and Propertius, without doubt, hint- 

ed at this Poem, where he ſays, 


Quicungque ille fuit puerum qui pinxit Amorem, 
Noune putas miras hunc habuijſe manus ? 


Whoe'er he was, the youthful Cupid drew, 
Had he not wond rous Hands that painted ſo ? 


I can- 
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I cannot help taking Notice of a Poem of Ma- 
rino's, in anſwer to the fugitive Love of Moſchas : 
I believe they who ſce one, will be very well plea- 
ſed to read the other; I therefore inſert it, as thus 
Engliſh'd by an eminent Hand, 


Venus, I hear the other Day 

Thy Son ſtole from thy Lap away; 
And that a Kifs thou offer ft thoſe, 
Who will the Fuzitive diſcloſe. 

Fair Goddeſs, grieve no more, he lies 
Cloſe lurking in my Miſtreſs Eyes: 
Give now the Kiſs thou promis d me, 
Or let her dot, Tl pardon thee. 
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IDYLLIUM II. 


S Ovid derives moſt of his Metamorphoſes from 

ancient Stories, it is, and not unjuſtly, to 
be ſuppoſed, he took his Rape of Europa from this 
of Moſchus. Ot this Story Sir Samuel Garth, in his 
Preface to Ovid's Metamorphoſes, ſays thus: “ Hi- 
* ſtory ſays, She was Naughter to Agenor, and car- 
* ried by the Candians in a Galley, bearing a Bull 
« in the Stern, in order to be married to one of 
* their Kings named Jupiter, 

Be the I ruth thereof as it will, the Moral plain- 
ly ſhews, how we ſubject and debaſe gur ſelves for 
Love; and, on the other Side, how cautious we 
ought to be in truſting to outward Appearance. 


Mere than half gone the Night, and Morn drew nigh. 
Dreams which came, Nux To ore TPIT&ATOY AR&YN 95 (FHT Aly 


after 
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£ * | 
| ter the third Part of the Night was over, were always 


! thought Divine; to which Notion our Dryden, in 


his Don Sebaſtian, has a fine Alluſion. 


It may be ſo; it looks ſo like the Dream, 

That overtook me at my waking Hour 

This Morn ; and Dreams they ſay are then Divine, 
When all the balmy Vapours are exhal d. 


Aſia, and that oppos d to Aſia's Land. 
Europe, which had not then received its Name, 
but afterwards ſo called from Europa. 


On Lybia was the Gift beſtow d, &c. 
So Virgil 


Hic Regina gravem gemmis auroque popoſcit, 
Implevitque mero Pateram; quam Belus, (& omnes 
A Belo ſoliti. 


A Golden Bowl, that ſhone? with Gems Divine, 
The Queen commanded to be crown'd with Wine ; 4 
The Bowl that Belus us'd, and all the Tyrian Line. 
Dryden. 
There Tnachus his To ſtood in Gold. 


The Metamorphoſis of Jo, fee in Ovid. Metam. 
B. 1. 


He's now a Bull, &er while no leſs than Jove. 
So Ovid. 

Sceptri gravitate rehitla, 
Ille Pater Rectorque Deum, cui Dextra triſulcis 
Igni bus armata eſt, qui nutu concutit Orbem, 
Induitur faciem Tauri, mifluſque, juvencis © 
Mugit, & in teneris ſormoſus obambulat herbis. 


The 
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The Ruler of the Skies, the thund ying God, 
Who ſhakes the World's Foundations with a Ned, ; 
Among, a Herd of lowing Heifers ran, 
Frisk'd in a Bull, and bellow'd oder the Plain. 
His Horns were equal, like the Silver Moon 
Ovid, in his Deſcription of the Bull, deviates ve- 
ty much from our Author; but no leſs a Poet and 


Philoſopher, than Horace, has imitated, nay almoſt 
tranſlated, this very Paſlage. wn 


Fronte curvatos imitatus ignes, 

Tertium Lung referentis ortum, 2 

Qua notam duxit niveus videti, | A Qu 

Cztera fuluus. | 

 Unus'd to puſh, he now doth wiſely run, 

And as the third Day's riſing Moon, 

So bend his tender Horns ; 

' All over red, but where alone, 1 
A Milky Spot his Front adorns. Creech; 

| Earthſhaking Neptune. 
By the Ancients he is often call d Exrociſates, that 
is Earthſhaker; ſuppoſing he ſhakes it with his Tri- 
dent; for the Ancients thought the Sea, by ſome 
ſubterraneous Paſſages, ſhook the adjacent Shores; 
for which Reaſon they thought him the God that 
caus d Inundations and Earthquakes. 


i Xs Looſen d her Zone. | 
The Virgin Girdle ſo call'd, which the Bridegtoom 
always looſen'd before they went to Bed; from 
. whence 


7 
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; whence to unlooſe the Zone, came to ſighify to 
devirginate; as, ſpeaking of Leander and Hero. 


O Saving Avoaro NlTpnv. Muſxus. 
Her Zone he ſoon unloosd. 


Th Attendant Horæ th happy Bed provide. 
Huoræ, Attendants upon Venus; three Siſters, 
Daughters of Jupiter and Themis. 


A Mother ſhe 
Fulfill d with mighty Monarchs Jove's Decree. 


Minos, and Rhadamanthus; to whom ſome add a 
third, Sarpedon. 
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Believe none of our Moderns would frown, 
ſhould T call this the moſt beautiful that was 
ever wrote of its Kind; but if any is equal to it, 
of all J ever ſaw, it is Mr. Congreve's Paſtora; in 
which Poem he has ſome very fine Imitations of 
our Author. 

There is chroughout this Elegy a peculiar Beauty, 
much to be admir'd; 2. e. the pure Refemblance 
this Poem has to Bion s Way of Writing; and fo 
judiciouſly adapted to the preſent Occaſion. 


Te Doricſ Streams deplore. 
So call'd from Doris, a Country in Greece, where 
they ſpoke the Dorick Dialect ;' a Dialect much us'd 


by the Shepherds ; for which Reaſons Paſtorals 
were commonly wrote in it. 


Py Now 


64 NorTEs. 

Now Hyacinth in your own Plaints bemoan. | 
Hyacinthus was a beautiful Boy beloy'd by Apollo, 
with whom he often play'd at Quoits; once Apollo 
"threw a Quoit, and unfortunately pierc'd the Boy's ] 
Forchead therewith; for which, in Compaſſion, he | 


rurn'd him to a Flower of his own Name; in which | 
is inſcrib'd, az, ai. See Ovid's Met. B. 10. 


Ai, I 
Flos habet inſcriptum, funeſtaque Litera ducta eſt. 


Aud to this Hour the mournful Purple wears, 
Ai, ai, inſcrib d in funeral Characters. Orell. 


Sicilian Muſe deplore. 3 

Ruæus, in his Commentaries upon Virgil, ſays; þ 
Hunc Fontem invocat Siculum, ut ante Sicelides Hu- 
fas, ob Theocritum Siculum Poetam, Bucolicorum 
Principem. He invokes this Sicilian Fountain, as 
before the Sicilian Muſes, becauſe of Theocritus a | 
Poet of Sicily, Chief of the Bucolict Writers. 


Tell the ſad News to Arethuſa's Floods. 
Arethuſa is a River of Sicily ; and, as Stories go, 
the was a Nymph belov'd by the River Alpheus, 
whom Diana turn'd into a Fountain as ſhe was fly- 
ing from him; the alſo fled from him, under the Sea, 
into Ortygia ; Alpheus with the ſame Violence pur- 
ſued her, and at. laſt mixt with her Waves. 


As you in Strymon ſail. 
A River parting Macedon from Thrace. The Rea- 
ſon of his mentioning this River is, becauſe of O- 
plus, who was born in Thrace. 
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Zo the OEigrian Nymphe. 
Nymphs inhabiting the River Hebrus; into this 
River Orpheaus's Head was caſt; for which Reaſon it 
was call d OEigrius, after the Name of the Father 
of Orpheus. 


; Biſtonis. A Lake in Thrace. 
The bleating Ewes their Udders fill no more. 


So Virgil. 

Non ulli paſtos illis egere diebus 
Frigida, Daphni, boves ad flumina; nulla neq; amuem 
Libavit quadrupes, nec graminis attigit herbam. 


Then, Daphnis, then no mournful Herdſman wou d 
Drive his parch'd Oxen to the cooling Flood; 

The Herds themſelves, thoſe melancholy Days, 
Refus d to taſte the Springs, refus d to graze. 


Not half ſo much poor Philomela griev d, &c. 
The Story of Philomela and Tereus; of Alcyone and 
Ceyx ; lee in Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 


The Birds which from the Pile, &c. 
The Birds call'd Memnonides, from Memnon, from 
whoſe Pile they ſprung. | 


* 


Prepetibus ſubitis nomen facit auctor ab ills | 
Mcmnonides die. | Ovid. 


And from the Pile a ſudden Flock there came, _ 
Which from their Author Memnon Zook their Name. 
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I to th Arcadian God thy Pipe will bear. 
Arcadia is an inland Country of Peloponneſus, on 
all Sides remote from the Sea; every where moun- 
tancous; the fitter therefore for Paſtorage than Agri- 
culture. There Pan, with ſingular Adoration, is 
honour'd as the God of Shepherds. 


Poor Galatea mourns the abſent Swain. 
This alludes to a Poem of Bions, of which we 
have only the following Lines remaining, 


Il to the Shore, there to the Deep Til turn, 
To cruel Galatea make my mourn ; | 
Zhere on the Sands I'll murmur out my Pray r, 
And try if I can move th obdurate Fair. 
With Hope, ſweet Hope, Iii mitigate my Pains; 
Nor ever ceaſe to hope while Life remains. 


Not ſuch as Polypheme's harſh Skreekings were. 
Polypheme, a huge Monſter with one Eye, in Love 


with Calatea. See Ovid's Metam. B. 13. 


More of the Cyprian Goddeſs Love you have, 
Than the laſt Kiſs that ſweet Adonis gave. 
An Alluſion to what Venus ſays, in her Lamenta- 


tion for Adonis. 
And rake this Kiſs, this parting Kiſs from me. 


Meles, the firſt in Fame, 


That gave the Bard his Birth, and gave his Name. 


On che Bank of Meles (according to our Poet) 
Homer was born; for which Reaſon he was called 


Meliſegenes. | 
7 This 


| 
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This largely drank of Arethuſa's Stream, 
The other of the Rills of Hippocrene. 


For Arethuſa, ſee Notes 3d and 4th. Zippotrene 
is a Fountain of Helicon. The Reaſon for diſtin- 


guiſhing which theſe Poets drank of, is this. Hip- 
pocrene being a Fountain of ſuperior Note to Arethu- 
Ja, Homer, who ſung in loftier Strains than Bion, is 


ſaid to have drank thereof. 
Th Aſcræan Bard. Heſiod, ſo called from Aſcra, 


' a Townin Beotia, near Helicon, his Birth-place. 


Ceos no more laments its Poet dead. 
Ceos, an Iſle in the OEgean Sea, where Simonides 


Was born. 


The loathſome Croakings of the Toad uè er ceaſe. 
Here he reflects upon the Partiality of Fate, in 


ſnatching ſo ſweet a Bard away, who never could 
teturn. Some think he alludes to meaner Poets. 
| . -_ 4 ; 
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IDYLLIUM IV. 


| F OR what he ſuffers from a worthleſs Hand. 


Meaning Euryſtheus. The Story is this. Juno 
had by Subtlety obtained of Jupiter, that whereas 


| Archippe, Wife to Sthenelus, King of Mycene, was 


with Child at the fame Time with Alemena, the 
Child who was born firſt ſhould have Command 
over the other ; ſhe therefore cauſed 4rchippe to be 
deliver'd at ſeven Months end; ſo Euryſtheus had 


Power to impoſe what Labours he pleas'd upon 


Hercules, in order to deſtroy him. 
EN F 2 Nou 


Now they're at Thebes, where gallant Steeds are bred. 
It is very common among the Ancients to uſe 
ſuch Epithets, as may give ſome Inſight into the 
Produce of the Country they mention, as after. 
wards the piny Iſthmus. The latter Part of the ſe- 
cond Book of Homers Ilias abounds with them. 


Pyrrha excepted, ſhe's the only one, 
Loaded with Grief for Tphiclus your Son. 
Pyrrha was the Wife of Iphiclus, who was the Son 
of Amphytrion and Alcmena, born at the ſame Birth 
wich Hercules, who was the Son of Fove. 


After a long ten Months Labour bore, &c. 
By the dreadful Pangs of Childbirth, ſhe ſeems 
to be able to preſage the future Man. e. 


So Virgil. oro os elf 
Matri longa decem tulerint faſtidia menſes. 


The nauſeous Qualms of ten lang Months ſhe bore. 


But what ſeems to be the greater Wonder here, 
is the going a Month longer than uſual ; for which 
Reaſon Theocritus calls Hercules, AzxzpluO., which 


ſignifies ten Moons. 


The Dream of Alemena at the latter End of this 
Pocm, ſeems to be a Prognoſtication of the Death 
of Hercules. The ancient Greeks plac'd . a great 
Confidence in Dreams, as this, in a great Manner, 
is an Inſtance. | 
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FOR 


The Planet of Venus; in the n call'd Heſ- 


| perus, and Veſper; in the Morning, Phoſphorus, Lu- 
cifer, and Venus. 


1 


IDILLY UM VIII. 


EE for Alypheus and Arethuſe, Note the ath of 
Idyllium III. Piſa is a City of Elis, in Pele. | | 
3 by the Walls of which City the River A,. 

' pheus runs. 


— — 


| — — — — — 
* 


EP IGR AM. 


FT ER the reading the ſecond Idyllium, the 
Turn of this Epigram will be very plain. 
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Upon the Death of Adonis. 


h Mourn Adonis, fair Adonis gone; 
Tx. The fair Adonis dead the Cupids 
moan. 


Sleeping no morc in purple Robes 


be ſeen, 

But riſe, and beat your Breaſts fair Cyprian Queen 
Proclaim abroad the fair Adonis dead, 

He's dead, and all that's lovely with him fled. 


mourn 


74 The IpyrLLI VS 


J mourn Adonis, fair Adonis gone; 
The fair Adonis dead the Cupids moan. © 
Upon the Mountain lies the beaureous Yourh; 


Slain by an Iv'ry, but a Savage Tooth. 
White was his Thigh, white as the falling Snow, 
Nor whiter was the Tusk that gave the Blow. 
Panting he lies, and near him Beauty's Queen, 
Stands weeping by ; a lovely mournful Scene! 
Round his white Skin behold the Crimſon flow ; 
His once bright Eyes languiſh beneath the Brow $ 
His Checks no more the bloomy Colour ſhow : 
The Ruby from his charming Lips is fled, 
Them till ſhe loves, altho' Adonis dead; 
But yet, alas, Adonis not perceives 
The melting Kiſſes which fair Venus gives. 
7 mourn Adonis, fair Adonis gone; 
The fair Adonis dead the Cupids moan. 
Deep went the Tusk that caus'd the killing Smart, 
But deeper far it went in Venus Heart. 


The 


of BIoN. 75 


7 The yelling Hounds, around their Maſter, tell 
What Grief for their departed Lord they feel. 
The N ymphs bemoan ; and with deſhevel'd Hair, 
Her Treſſes looſe thrown to the ruffling Air, 
Doleful, barefooted, the fair Queen of Love 

| With ſad Complaints fills ev'ry Wood and Grove; 
Grief bears her thence thro' uncouth Ways, and 


Plains, 


| And till Adonis dead augments her Pains ; 

As thus ſhe thro' Exceſs of Woe is led, 

Her ſacred Blood the crucl Brambles ſhed. 

Mean while extended on the Turf he lies, 

And purple Streams flow round his Ivry Thighs ; 
| Whoſe Skin once whiter than the falling Snow, 

| Stain'd with the Crimſon Blood, no longer's ſo. 


Ah! Venus, Ah! the Capids all bemoan, 


With thee, the fair Adonis dead and gone. 
Nov the fair Youth, the beauteous Boy, is dead, 


Each charming Grace is from fair Venus fled ; 
Whilſt 
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Whilſt him the Fates preſerv'd, and Life remain'd, 
Ten thouſand Charms fair Venur Face contain'd ; 
Bur ſince the lovely Youth is dead and gone, 

Her daz ling Beauties from her Face are flow'n. 
The Hills, the Groves, and ſacred Oaks, en 
For ſweet Adonis on the Mountain ſlain; 

The purling Streams in murm'ring Plaints bemoan, 
With Venus, dear Adonis dead and gone. 

Each Herb for Grief puts on a deeper Green; 
The Goddeſs moſt of all forlorn is ſeen. 

Each Grove, and Mountain, with her Grief ; 


abounds, 25 | 
Adonis dead! ſhe cries thro' evry Town; © [ | 
Adonis dead! ſad Echo then reſounds, ' 3 


Who can behold the beauteous Goddeſs moan, © 
And not relenting lend a gentle Groan ? 

Soon as the Fair perceiv'd the grievous Wound, 
That in her fair Adonis Thigh was found ; — BY. 
Soon as the Queen the Crimſon Stream ſurvey d, 
With Hands expanded, ſhe lamenting faid. 


Stay 
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Stay, my Adonis, ſtay, my charming Boy, 
| That I may take my laſt Farewel, my Joy! 
Let us embrace before your Soul does fly, 

And take this Kiſs, this parting Kiſs from me; 
Till Life is fled III join my Lips to thine, 

| And ſuck thy fleeting Soul, ſweet Youth, to mine. 
I your laſt Gaſp will catch, and ſince you fly, 
No one ſhall take this parting Kiſs from me. 

; | You to the ſilent Shades, where Spectres dwell, 

| Adonis go, to the grim King of Hell, 

Ah! wretched I my beauteous Loſs ſurvive, 


7 And muſt a Goddeſs thus for ever live? 


Eternity affords no End to Woe, 


| Nor can I to my dear Adonis go. 

| Why was I born a Goddeſs, thus to live 

A Life immortal, and for ever grieve? 
Take, Proſerpine, my Love, take the dear — 
Take him, relentleſs Goddeſs, him enjoy; 


Your 
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Your Pow'r is great, nothing on Earth can be; 


Sooner, or later, but devolves ta thee. 
Unhappy I, Goddefs 'tis you I fear, 
"Tis you 1 envy for my lovely Dear. 
Thou'rt dead, alas, thou'rt dead, my charming Boy, 
Love, as a Dream, to me's a fleeting Joy ; 
Our Pleaſure's paſs'd, ne er to return again; 
Alone thou'ſt left thy Venus to complain. 

The Cupids all have thrown their Arrows by, 
Their Shafts, and Quivers, now neglected lye. 
With thee the Ceſtus dy d; I've Charms no more: © | 
Why would you hunt raſh Youth the foaming Boar? | 


So Venus griev'd ; the Loves with her deplore 
The charming ſweet Adonis, now no more. 
Venus, alas, dead is the lovely Boy; 

Nought now remains but Thought of former Joy. 
As many Tears the beauteous Goddeſs ſhed, 
As Drops of Blood the fair Adonis bled ; 


From 
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From both the Tears, and Blood, new Flow rs ariſe, 
| Roſes from this, from thoſe Anemonies. 
| T7 mourn Adonis, fair Adonis gone; 
The fair Adonis dead the Cupids moan. 
| | Ceaſe your Complaints, and dry your Tears, fair 
Queen; 
In Woods, and Groves, weeping no more be ſeen. 
No longer mourn for lov'd Adonis ſlain; 
| | Tho' dead, ſome Beauties in his Face remain; 
Take him and lay. him on the Bed of State, y 
| Þ Conſcious of all thoſe Joys you had of late; 
> 'Garlands and Flow'rs upon his Body ſtrow ; 
'T heir Grief with drooping Heads the Lillies ſhow. 
Wich precious Ointments bathe his Body O er, 
| Upon his comely Limbs ſweet Odours pour; 
\ | Odours, and Ointments, now are worthleſs grow'n, 
Since ſweet Adonis, her Delight is gone. 


Upon the Bed of State Adonis lics, 


And mournful Cpids him ſurround wich Cries ; 


\ 


m Their 


— 
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Their Grief by different Ways che Czpids ſhow ; 
One clips his Hair, another breaks his BoW; 
This pulls the bloody Sandals from his Feet; 
Others freſh Water from the Fountain get; 


Some bathe his Wound with Water from the Springs; | 
Thar fans his Body with refreſhing Wings. 
Thus the kind Loves the ſacred Loſs bemoan, 
The charming ſweet Adonis dead and gone. 
And ZHymen too does the fair Loſs deplore; | 
His nuptial Songs are ceas d, and heard no more; 
To this converted; Ah! Adonis dead! 
He's dead, and all that's charming with him fled. 
His nuprial Lights to Fun'ral Tapers turn 
And all his wither'd Martiage-Garlands hurn. 
The Graces too Cinyrades deplore, 

Crying among themſelves he's now no more; 
Sadly they weep, as if they fain would know, 


Whether fair Dion can weep more, or no. 


The fatal Three wich Cytherea grieve, 
And try with Songs Adonis to retrieve; 


But 
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But all in vain, Songs no Efle& can have, 
To bring the fair Adonis from the Grave. 
Ceaſe, Cytherea, ccaſe, from Tears refrain ; 


When next Year comes, Venus muſt wee again. 


; * Tort. 
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IpyLLIUu II. 


Youthful Swain, juſt taught to draw the 
Bow, 


A 


To gain Experience muſt a Fowling go; 


Thirſty for Prey, he hurry'd to the Grove, 
There on the Boughs he ſaw a wanton Love; 
Rejoic'd he ſtopt, among the Leaves he gaz'd, 
To ſee a Bird ſo large the Youth's amaz'd ; 

A Shaft he drew, begun his Bow to bend; 
Bur ſee what Croſſes all our Hopes attend! 
The ſportive Love, to carry on the Jeſt, 


Neſtled about, at laſt ſar down to reſt; 
| He draws, the Cupid let him take his Aim; 
| | He then in Thought, almoſt poſſeſs d the Game; 
To rile the Youth, himſelf divert with Play, 
The Wanton ſtarts, and skips from Spray to 510 
And baulks the Loungſter of his hop d- for Prey. 
175 | The 
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The Youth enrag'd, away his Arrows threw, 
And ſtraitway to the Swain, his Teacher, flew ; 
He told him all, then brought him to the Grove, 
Shew'd him the Boughs, and pointed to the Love. 
Soon as the aged Swain the Cupid ſpy'd, 

He ſmiling ſhak'd his Head, at laſt he ſaid : 


Ceaſe your Purſuit, and here no longer ſtay ; 
Be gone, for 'tis an evil Beaſt you ſee; 


Oh! happy you, depriv'd of ſuch a Prey. 


Should you approach him near, altho' he fled, 


He'd quickly you aſſault, and neſtle on your Head. 
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The Dream. 
N downy Sleep I lay, when to my Sight, 
[{ Appear'd the pow rful Goddeſs of Delight; 
In her fair Hand an Infant Love ſhe led, 
And as he walk'd to Earth, he bow'd his Head. 
The Goddeſs ſpoke, and thus ſhe ſaid : Dear Swain, 


Go teach this Boy to ſing a rural Strain. 


She ſpoke, and fled 5 1, like a Fool, ſung or 
The ruſlick Lays I us'd to ſing before. 
Deceitful he to Learning ſeem d inclin'd, 

T taught him how Pan firſt the Syrinx join'd ; 
Minerva's Flute too did my Breaſt inſpire ; 
Mercury's Shell; and ſweet Apollos Lyre. 
But wanton he begun to ſing of Love, 


Th' Amours of Mortals, and the Gods chore: 
His 
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His Mother's Acts ſo movingly he ſung, 

On ev'ry Word a dear Infection hung. 

My paſtral Lays quick from my Breaſt were ſlown, 
Cupid's J learn'd, but ſoon forgot my own. 
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1 


You who are Strangers to the Lover's Pain, 


HE facred Nine not cruel Cupid fear; 
His Steps they follow, and the God revere. 


Can claim no Place in the Poetic Train ; 
Your bold Attempts at Verſe are all in vain. 
But you who dread, yet hug, the killing Dart, 
And feel the Anguiſh of che pleaſing Smart; 
Whoſe ſofter Breaſts burn with a generous Fire, 
All bleſt in Song, ſucceſsful ſtrike the Lyre. 
Certain Applauſe the Lover's Lays attends ; 
Love, and the Muſes, they were always Friends. 
Fain, in heroic Numbers, would I tell, 

One nobly conquer'd, and he greatly fell ; 
This Id have rais'd to an immortal Fame ; 
But no kind Muſe to my Aſſiſtance came. 
Then IT begun with Lycidas, and Love; 

The Muſes ſmil'd, and all my Verſe approve. 
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F Glory, whilſt T live, attends my Lays, 
I Before the fatal Hour J merit Praiſe. 

If "tis my Fate to ſing, but ſing in vain, 

And no Applauſe rewards the Poet's Strain; 
Why ſhould I ſtrive by Song to pleaſe again: 

If 'tis the Will of ove, and ſuch our Fate, 

To change the preſent for a future State; 


If Heav'n is juſt to all our Pains below, 

An Age of Joy ſucceeds this World of Woe. 

But if the Pow'rs aſſign one Life to Man, 

To all, and that contracted to a Span; 

Why all this Trouble, why our needleſs Cares, 
In this ſhort Journey of uncertain Years ? 

In Search of Wealth, Labour, and Arts, we try; 
There's no cluding Fate, we yet mult die. 
Certain we all forget we re Mortals born ; 1 
The Thread's but drawn, wound up, and cut, we're 
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T H E ſacred Nine not cruel Cupid fear, 
| His Steps they follow, and the God revere. 


You who are Strangers to the Lover's Pain, 
Can claim no Place in the Poetic Train; 


Your bold Attempts at Verſe are all in vain. 
But you who dread, yet rug, the killing Dart, 
And feel the Anguiſh of the pleaſing Smart; 
Whoſe ſofter Breaſts burn with a generous Fire, 
All bleſt in Song, ſucceſsful ſtrike the Lyre. 
Certain Applauſe the Lover's Lays attends; 
Love, and the Muſes, they were always Friends. 
Fain, in heroic Numbers, would I tell, 
One nobly conquer'd, and he greatly fell 
This I'd have rais'd to an immortal Fame; 

But no kind Muſe to my Aſſiſtance came. 
Then 1 begun with Lycidas, and Love; 
The Muſes ſmil'd, and all my Verſe approve. 
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F Glory, whilſt J live, attends my Lays, 
1 Before the fatal Hour I merit Praiſe. 
If 'tis my Fate to ſing, but ſing in vain, 
And no Applauſe rewards the Poet's Strain; 
Why ſhould I ſtrive by Song to pleaſe again + 
Tf tis the Will of Jove, and ſuch our Fate, 
To change the preſent for a future State; 
If Heav'n is juſt to all our Pains below, 
An Age of Joy ſucceeds this World of Woe. 
But if the Pow'rs aſſign one Life ro Man, 
To all, and that contracted to a Span; 
Why all this Trouble, why our needleſs Cares, 
In this ſhort Journey of uncertain Years ? 
In Search of Wealth, Labour, and Arts, we try ; 
There's no eluding Fate, we yet mult die. 
Certain we all forget we're Mortals born ; Fane: 
The Thread's but drawn, wound up, and cut, we're 


G 4 I'DYL- 


88 The IpYLLIUMS 


— 


_— 7 1 . 3 ä oe EI . e * TS YL bOALYT SS 1 4... C22 £6. -< 


IPT LiIo I. 


Cleodamus and Myrſon. 


(8. 


5 CLEODAMUS. . 
M rſon, come tell, which, if you cou'd, you'd 


Summer, or Ninter; Autumn, or the Springs 


bring, 


Wou'd you ha't Summer s Then are all Things gay, 
Or Ninter, Myr, when we leave Work by Day ? 
And well you know, Swains, in the Summer-Heat, 
Have wiſh'd for Time, that they a Nap might get. 
Or Autumn, Boy? Then for the mellow Pear! 
Spring wou'd you chuſe, when all the Fields are fair ? 
Come tell me, Myrſon, which beſt pleaſes you ? 
Fer we haye Time to chat a little now. 
TRS O N. 
we mortal Men ought not to judge of theſe; 


They evry one are good, and ought to pleaſe. 


But 
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But, Cleodamus, ſince you urge me ſo, . 
TI tell ; becauſe T've a Reſpect for you. 
Becauſe tis hot, I don't with Summer hold; 
Nor with the Winter, then it is too cold; 

Nor yet with Autumn, that does Surfeits bring: 
There's nothing, Cleodamus, like the Spring; 
The Weather then is pleaſing to the Swains, 
When ey'ry Thing is ſpringing on the Plains; 
When nothing is unpleaſant in our Way; 
But pure refreſhing Cool, both Night and Day. 
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IDyLLIUM VII. 


Friendſbip. 


1 happy thoſe, who, with a mutual Flame, 
Obſerve the Rey rence due to Friendſhip's 


Name; | 
Thrice happy Theſeus, could undaunted go, 
With his Perithous, to the Realms below; 
Together both before the Monarch ſtand, 
Nor dread the Terrors of the direful Land; 
Oreſtes, bleſt in ev'ry toilſome State, 
Shard with his Pylades one common Fate; 
Achilles, in the midſt of Battel bleſt, 
Whilſt he enjoy'd the Partner of his Breaſt, 
Found his Patroclus, happy in his End; 
For when he fell himſelf, he ſav'd his Friend. 


FRAG- 


of BION. 91 


— 


_— 
— 


FRAGMENTS. 
Upon Hyacinthus. 


B the lovely Hyacinthus dy d, 


No Art the mournful Bion left untry'd 
Grief ſtopp'd his Voice, and in Exceſs of Pain, 
From Drugs he ſought Relicf, bur all in vain ; 
Then he, when no Relief from Drugs was found, 
With Nectar, and Ambroſia, bath'd the Wound. 
Nor Drugs, nor Ointments, could prolong his 
Breath, 


Nor Art avail. Such is the Pow'r of Death. 


LL to the Shore, there to the Deep IIl turn, 
To cruel Galatea make my Mourn; 
There on the Sands I'll murmur out my Pray'r, 


And try if I can move th' obdurate Fair. 


With 
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With Hope, ſweet Hope, Ill mitigate my Pains, 


Nor ever ceaſe to hope while Life remains. 


i 


OR evry Crack that in your Pipe is made, 
Ne'er fly directly to the Artiſt's Aid; 


Tis as unſeemly, Faith it is, dear Swain, 


To borrow of a Neighbour of the Plain; 
There's nothing like a Syrinx of your own,” 


Make ic your ſelf, for it is casly done. 


| WW HEN Lave invokes the Nine, the Muſe's 
Friend, 


On Love they're always ready to attend ; 

When with the Love of Verſe my Soul's on Fire, 
They give a Song, and anſwer my Deſire ; 
When I their Gift, th' harmonious Song, rehearſe, 


No Balm is cqual to the Sweets of Verſe. 


8 


— 


6 
—— 


ET not the Bard invoke the Muſe in vain ; 


Phebus rewards the Pocr's grateful Strain. 


Much 


of BION. — q 


Much tis from whom the Preſent we receive, 


The Honour always adds to what they give. 


„ — * 


— —_ —_— 


Y frequent Drops of Rain, as it is ſaid, 


The hardeſt Stone in Time is hollow made. 


— — 


Hen firſt the Gods Beauty to Woman gave, 
They bad the Man that would excel, be 


Brave. 


NOTES 
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IDYLLIUM J. 


D Donds, 2 Favourite of Venus, as he 
was hunting, was kill d by a Boar ; 
whoſe Death, and Feuuss Grief for 
him, is the Subj e& of this Poem. 
The Adonidis were the Feaſts of 
== Advis, where Women only were 
preſent : They were kept two Days; the firſt in 
Celebration of their Loves; on the ſecond Day 
they ſolemnized his Funeral, and a Hymn was ſung 
ro his Memory. See Theocritus, Idyllium x5, where 
he deſcribes the Manner of their Proceſlions 


R 9 
AwMtey d & 14 1:.:9719 %u% Doorn, &c. 
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To Morrow, eer the Dew forſakes the Graſs, 

We'll bear him where the Waves foam round the 
Shore, 

Our Hair all looſe, our Coats let down before; 

Our Breaſts all bare; and as we march along, 

Mith mournful Voice begin the Fun ral Song. 


Creech. 
Ah ! Venus ! a/ 


At, ai, was the Cry of the Women at the Adoni- 
dia. So Ariſtophanes. 


„ yum d oN 
At, at t — 


# The Woman, dancing, cries, 
Ah! ah ! Adonis 


Take Proſerpine, my Love. 
Proſerpine, Queen of Hell, the Wife of Pluto, is 
often put for Death. 


Non omnes fallis, ſcit Proſerpina canum, 
Perſonam capiti detrahet illa tuo. Martial. 


Tho others you deceive, grim Death will know, 
When you ſhe ſummons to the Shades below. 


With thee the Ceſtus dy d. 


The Ceſftus is the Girdle of Venus, which can 
procure Love. 


| Cinyrades. : 
Adonis, ſo called from Cinyras, his Father. 


| Dion. 
Venus, ſo called from her Mother. 
C When 
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When next Tear comes, Venus muſt weep again. 
Ovid, doubtleſs, had an Eye upon this Paſſage of 
our Poct, where he makes Venus promiſe annual 
Rites to his Memory, | 


| Luclus Monumenta manebunt 
Semper, Adoni, mei, repetitague mortis imago. 
Annua plangoris peraget ſimulamina noſtri. 


For thee, loſt Touth, my Tears, and reſtleſs Pain, 
Shall in immortal Monuments remain; 
With ſolemn Pomp in annual Rites return d, 
Be thou for ever, my Adonis, mourn d. Euſden, 


——_—— © a. * 


ID 


His Idyllium has a near Reſemblance to Æſop's 
| Way of Writing, and will bear a very moral 
Reflection. The firſt Part is not unlike the Europa 
of Moſchus; but the Cataſtrophe of the Fable is 
more to be regarded, for' its Succeſs. We may 
learn from hence what Dangers we often ſhun, by 
adviſing with our Superiors, before we attempt any 
thing rafhly, 


— — ll, _ 7 4. — « 2 * — —_—. r 
——— 


IDYLLIUM 0 


I taught him hem Pan frf? the Syrinx join'd. 
P 4 N, cnamcur'd with the Nymph Syrinx, pur- 
ſued her till ſhe came to the River Laaon, 
where the Water-Nymphs relieved her from the 
| Go. 
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God, by changing her into Reads, of which Pan 
made his Syyinx 1o called after her Name. 


Arque ita diſparibus calamis compagine ceræ 
Inter ſe junctis, nomen tenuiſſe puellæ. Ovid. 


He form d the Reeds, proportion d as they are,) 

Unequal in their Length, and wax d with Care, 6 
They ſtill retain the Name of his ungrateful Fair. 
| Dryden. 


Minerva's Flute too did my Breaſt inſpire. 
Minerva is ſaid to have found out the Flute; but 
ſeeing in the Water how it ſwelled her Checks, ſhe 
threw it aſide, and never played any more. 


Mercurys Shell. 
Mercury is reported the Day he was born, to have 


found a Shell upon the Shore, with which he made 
a muſical Inſtrument, 


Te canam ——— | 
curveque Lyre parentem. Hor. 


Thee ferſt, that taught th harmonious String 
Of th' Harp to ſpeak, my Muſe ſhall fing. 


Apollo's Lyre. 
The Harp or Lyre found out by Apollo, is thought 
to be of another Kind, in Reſpect ro. that of Mer- 


cur. | 
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I D 84 L . 1 U M IV. 
Fain in heroic Numbers would I eh, &c. 


go Anacreon. I , ; \ 


Keayw ph nov 4 | 
Heaxages, Rc. i 


Strait I began with thuud ring Jove; 

And all th immortal Pow'rs but Love. 1 
Love ſmil'd, and from w' enfeebled Bre, 
Came gentle Airs, ſuch as inſpire, . 3 5 
Melling Love, ſoft Deſire. 8 
Farewel then Heroes, farewel Kings, 4 
In mighty Numbers, mighty Things; 5 
Love tunes my Heart juſt te my Strings. 


IDYLLIUM 5 7 


The Thread 5 but drawn, weand is „ and cut, we're gane. 
(om Atropos, and Lackeſs, the three Fates, 
are ſaid to have Man's Life in their Power; 


one draws the Thread, ane winds it up, the other 
cuts it aſunder. 


r 


r . ahr 


IDYLLIU M VI. 


Have tranſlated this as ruſtically as J dare, be- 
cauſe I think there is more of the Clown in it, 
than in any of the reſt. | 


„* 
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IDYLLIUM VII. 


Thrice happy Theſeus, could undaunted go, 
_ - With his Perithous, to the Realms below. 
Heſeus, and Perithous, made a Reſolution each 


% 


= to enjoy a Daughter of Jupiter. After Theſeus 


had enjoyed Helen, Perithous propoſed to take Pro- 

ſerpine from Pluto; Theſeus readily conſented to aſ- 
ſiſt him, and accordingly they made a Deſcent into 

Hell together. - 


Oreſtes, left in ev ry toilſome State, 

Shar d with his Pylades one common Fate. 

The moſt remarkable Inſtance of the Since- 
rity of Pylades, is this. Oreſtes was to be pur 


to Death, Pylades pleaded he was Oreſtes with ſo 


much Paſſion, whilſt Oręſtes no leſs endeavour'd to 
ſeem to be what he really was, that King Thoas, be- 


fore whom they were, left the Matter undecided, 
for fear of doing Injuſtice. — 


For when he fell himſelf, he ſav d his Friend. 
In the Time of the Trojan War, the Greeks were 
drove to ſuch Extremities, that Patroclus was forced 


0 
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to arm himſelf with the Armour of Achilles, ( Achil- 
Jes being unwilling to go himſelf, thinking by 
that Stratagem to encourage the Grecians, and ter- 


rify the Trojans; in both which he ſucceeded ; but 
was at laſt ſlain by Hector. 


* 


FRAGMENTS. 


Then he ——— 

With Nectar, and Ambroſia, bath'd the Wound. 

Hether our Poet deſign d this for an Hyper- 
bole, I cannot tell; but that there is fuch 

an Herb as Ambroſia, the Juice of which was uſed 


medicinally, we may ſee from Virgils making Venus 
apply it to Æneas s Wound. Ne 


| Spargitque ſalubris 
Ambroſiæ — 


Ambroſia s wholſome Fuice ſhe then diffus d. 


THE E N D. 
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Errata. Pag. 33. Lin. 11. for Ægarian, read Æaęrian. pag. 
62. Lin. 15. for wiſely, read wildly, 3 , 
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